GRADUATION  VOICE  SPARK 
(suicide  note) 

In  Kindergarten  we  ran  screaming  out  of  there 
because  you  and  I  hated  everybody  who  wasn’t  us, 
didn’t  we,  and  we  didn’t  want  to  stay  away  from 
Mommy  who  went  somewhere  else  when  we  had  to  stay 
in  the  church  basement.  It  always  smelled  like  some 
kind  of  Play-doh  and  the  milk.  The  radiator  made  all 
kinds  of  terrible  noises.  We  had  cubby  holes  and 
pillows.  Put  your  heads  down  on  the  desk  and  close 
your  eyes  and  nap  but  we  never  did,  we  kept  our  eyes 
open  in  the  dark  and  looked  at  all  the  other  small  boys 
and  girls  and  saw  how  funny  they  looked,  and  dead, 
like  their  flesh  was  glowing  in  the  dark.  We  rubbed 
our  eyes  and  saw  sparks. 

In  first  grade  the  teacher  had  a  red  red  face  and 
looked  like  Punch  and  Judy  and  didn’t  know  we  didn't 
know  what  the  word  smirk  meant.  ’’Stop  Smirking"  she 
said  and  we  didn't  know  so  we  were  confused  and 
smiled  and  got  into  loads  of  trouble  as  if  we  caused  a 
star  to  fall  down  from  the  sky  onto  someone's 
vegetable  garden.  SMIRK;  smile  smugly  or  affectedly. 
We  liked  to  draw  monsters  on  the  desk  and  get  into 
trouble  and  write  swear  words  and  disguise  them  so 
they  looked  like  drawings  and  get  bloody  noses  and 
scare  the  girls  and  get  blood  on  them  and  get  sent  to 
the  office  and  put  our  head  down  on  the  desk,  you  are 
punished  and  cannot  go  out  for  recess  with  the  other 
children  and  cry  in  the  dark  with  our  head  on  the 
pillow.  And  at  night  you  and  I  would  hear  music  from 
the  corners  of  the  room  coming  from  nowhere  and 
our  heart  beat  was  inside  of  us  and  every  beat  was  the 
dead  man  walking  towards  our  room  and  you  couldn't 
stop  him  or  you  and  I  would  lose  our  heart  beat  and  we 
would  stop  living  and  have  to  put  our  heads  on  the 
pillow  in  the  dark  and  cry. 

And  everything  stank  like  puke  and  sawdust, 
somebody  every  day  was  throwing  up  and  the  janitor 
would  always  come  and  you  felt  bad  for  him  but  you 
were  glad  that  you  didn't  have  to  clean  it,  and  we 
would  see  the  throw  up  person  not  there  and  the 
janitor  would  come  in  always  afterwards  and  put  fresh 
sawdust  on  the  throw  up  and  it  would  stink  and  the 
teacher's  nose  would  get  wrinkles  and  we  would  move 
from  that  part  of  the  room  to  get  away  from  the  throw 
up  because  it  might  bite  us. 

We  would  get  bloody  noses  and  imagine  that  we  were  a 
werewolf  especially  when  the  teacher  would  scream  at 
us  and  make  us  fall  out  of  our  seat  and  cry  in  front  of 
all  of  our  friends.  We  would  talk  to  ourself  and  not 
ever  play  games  with  the  others  because  we  weren't 
good  enough  and  nobody  wanted  us  on  their  team  and 
we  were  always  picked  last. 

In  fifth  grade  we  wanted  to  be  in  A  Christmas  Carol 
play  but  we  didn't  tell  anybody  and  felt  real  bad 
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Chris  Corcoran  insists  that  this  is  "Just  a  JOKE!"  and 
is  not  meant  to  represent  anyone  in  particular. 
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because  the  pretty  girl  was  in  the  play  and  we  didn't 
tell  a  soul  about  it  but  the  teacher  knew  we  wanted  to 
be  in  it  and  before  it  was  too  late  put  us  in  and  we 
were  happy  but  the  pretty  girl  moved  away. 

In  sixth  grade  we  sat  in  the  corner  for  the  entire 
sixth  grade  and  weren't  allowed  in  the  normal  rows  of 
the  class  because  we  didn't  do  our  word  searches  in 
time.  Fucking  asshole  stuck  us  in  the  fucking  corner 
and  we  hate  him. 

Then  we  went  to  JR.  HIGH  school  and  our  best  friend 
died  and  we  just  sat  and  stared  at  all  the  teachers' 
faces  who  didn't  know  all  the  bad  feelings  which 
happened  to  us  because  we  only  stared  and  did 
drawings  and  painted  in  art  class  and  didn't  want  to 
talk  to  nobody  and  we  broke  our  leg  and  just  doodled 
all  day  long  in  our  text  books  and  on  homework 
sheets. 

We  met  a  lovely  girl  who  we  didn't  like  because  she 
was  the  owner  of  a  spooky  skeleton  and  she  kissed  us 
in  the  woods  and  we  held  her  and  got  our  stomaches 
all  sweaty  and  she  smelled  like  a  girl  and  we  were  just 
14  or  15  and  our  first  date  was  on  Halloween  and  we 
took  LSD  for  the  second  time  and  our  skin  was  all 
funny  and  her  skeleton  came  out  of  her  flesh  and  her 
eyes  looked  like  rodents  running  and  we  couldn't  dare 
touch  her  anywhere  inside  because  we  were 
frightened.  We  didn't  until  the  third  girl  who  seduced 
us  and  stank  like  leather  and  got  our  prick  all  hard 
and  she  had  big  beautiful  breasts  like  in  a  dirty 
magazine  and  we  stuck  our  dink  in  and  shot  hot  gobs 
of  stuff  inside  of  her  entrance  and  then  we  went  pee 
in  the  closet. 

In  High  School  we  kept  out  of  the  Gym  which  smelt 
funny  like  under  arip  stink  and  people  yelling  at  me 
who  were  adults  and  it  was  near  the  lunch  room  and 
we  stayed  away  from  both  and  set  up  behind  the  Art 
class  and  we  painted  all  the  time  and  avoided 
everything  else  because  it  made  everything  go  by  fast 
and  then  it  would  be  time  to  go  home  and  we  would 
meet  our  friends  and  smoke  and  drink  and  run  from 
the  policemen  who  were  always  after  us  but  it  was  fun 
just  like  playing  in  the  sandbox  was  fun  when  we 
were  littler  and  broke  windows  with  rocks  or  rang 
door  bells.  We  painted  every  day  because  everything 
went  faster. 

We  fell  in  love  and  then  we  cried  and  then  we  put  our 
head  down  on  the  pillow  because  we  had  lost 
something  important  and  it  could  never  be  found 
again  because  it  was  gone  forever.  We  sat  in  with  our 
head  on  the  pillow  in  the  dark,  with  our  wet  eyes  wide 
and  seeing  the  sparks. 

Our  shiny  white  skeletons  danced  in  the  sun  on 
graduation  day,  showing  everybody  our  teeth  as  we 
digged  into  the  earth  with  our  hands,  goodbye. 


Joe  Shepard 


